CHAPTER XII

AT Pnom-Penh until the midnight Mow-
ing, after which it will be necessary to fall
back upon Saigon, so as to report myself on
board at the expiration of my leave. A warm,
torrential rain the whole day long.
This evening at nine o'clock old King Norodom
is to receive me, And the Governor, having had
the great kindness to intimate to him that I
was not an ordinary aide-de-camp, but a kttrl
de France, it appears that there is to be a
grand reception in which the corps de laM of
the court will figure,
The rain is still falling in a deluge when the
Governor's carnage comes to take me to the
palace. The night is suffocating, in spite of
the topical downpour which descends upon us
from the black sky. Our way lies under con-
fused trees, along dark avenues where nothing
seems to be alive*  But a blaze of light greets
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